WATER      UNDER      THE      BRIDGES
requirement marked on it, from boots cleaned to iced water or a
Manhattan cocktail. All one had to do was to turn the indicator to
what one wanted, press the button, and hope for the best. I have a
vague recollection of doing a deal of hoping for the best without much
result. Skyscrapers were only just beginning their career upwards,
and my chief impression of New York was hustle. I was a fast walker
in my youth, and elsewhere when walking down a street I used always
to be passing others. But in Broadway for the first time in my life it
was I who was being passed all the time. The price of taxis was
prohibitive, beginning as they did at seventy-five cents or about three
shillings, so I explored chiefly by tram, and there I was pleasantly
surprised (for I had been misinformed) by the civility of conductors
and others of whom I used to ask the way.
I was much struck also by American hospitality. Though I was in
New York so short a time I was made an honorary member of the
Knickerbocker Club, spent a night at New Rochelle with Mrs, Polly
Isling, a sister of Susie Belosselsky's, and need not have been a minute
alone if I had attempted to use the vast packet of introductions which
Mrs. Meyer had left at my hotel for me. My last night I was invited
to dine with a banker, and endeavoured to excuse myself by saying
that I had to leave for Niagara by a train starting shortly after n p.m.
My host insisted that, if I would pack everything beforehand, there
would be lots of time, so I went to the dinner. As soon as it was over
I said that I must return to my hotel. "That," my host said, "is quite
unnecessary. I have sent my chauffeur to collect your luggage and
pay your bill, and you can repay him and start from here for the
station whenever you like." It was very typical of American
hospitality.
On reaching Niagara we drove from the American to the Canadian
side of the river over an immensely high suspension bridge. As we
were crossing it I looked down and saw what seemed to me small-
size falls on my left-hand side. I asked the driver what they were
called, and he replied, "Those are the Niagara Falls." I felt somewhat
foolish, but from that height and at that distance they certainly did
not come up to my expectations. It was a different story when one
got below and behind them. I spent two nights at Niagara, and the
sound of falling water was to me a marvellous lullaby.
From Niagara I went to Toronto and joined the C.P.R., finding
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